
And makes him rorethefeAccufations forth. 

But he (hall know I am as good. 

Clofi. As good? 

Thou Bafbrii of my Grandfather. 

Winch. I.Lordly Sir: for what are you,T pray, 

But one imperious in anothers Throne ? 

Glefi. Ami not Protc<ftor,fawcic Prieft ? 

Wtnch. And am not I a Prelate of the Church ? 

Glofl. Yes, as an Out-law in a Caftle keepes. 

And vfeth it,to patronage his Theft. 

Winch. Vnreuerent Giocefier. 

Glojl. Thou art rcuerent, 

Touching thy Spirituall Fun<ftion,not thy Life. 

Winch. Rome fhall rernedie this, 

Warw. Roame thither then* 

My Lord,it were your dutie to forbeare. 

Som. I,fee the Bithop be not oner-borne: 

Me thinkes my Lord fhould be Religious, 

And know the Office that belongs to fuch. 

Warn. Me thinkes his Lcrdlhip fhould be humbler. 
It fitteth not a Prelate fo to plead. 

Som. Yes,when his holy State is toucht fo ncetc. 
Warn. State holy,or vnhalIow’d,what of that ? 

Is not his Grace ProteAor to the King ? 

Rich. Plantagenet I fee muft hold his tongue, 

Lcaft it be faid,Speake Sin ha when you fhould : 

Muft your bold Verdict enterralke with Lords ? 

Elfe would I haue a fling at Winchester. 

King. Vnckles of Gtojter, and of Winchefier , 

The lpectall W atch-men of out Englifh Weale, 

1 would preuaylc.if Prayers might preuayle. 

To ioyne your hearts in louc and amitie. 

Oh,what a Scandall is it to ourCrowne, 

That two fuch Noble Pcercs as ye fhould iarre ? 
Beleeue me,Lords,my tender yeeres can tell, 

Ciuill diflention is a viperous Worme, 

That gnawes the Bowel, of the Common-wealth. 
ji noyfe within, Downe with the 
Tawny.Coats. 

King. What tumult’s this? 

Warw. AnVprore, I dare warrant, 

Bei’un through malice of the Biihops men. 

ji noyfe ageiine , Stones , Stones. 

Enter fJMaior. 

Ma'tor. Oh my good Lords, and vertuous Henry , 
Pitty theCiticof London, pitty vs; 

The Bifhop.and the Duke of Glofters men. 

Forbidden late to carry any Weapon, 

Haue fill’d their Pockets full of peeble ftones j 
And banding themfelues in contrary parts. 

Doe pelt fo faft at one anothers Pate, 

That many haue their giddy braynes knockt out: 

Our Windowes arc broke downe in euery Street, 

And we.for feare,compcil’d to fhut our Shops. 

Enter in skirmifi with bloody Pates. 

King. We charge you',on allcgeancc to our felfe. 

To hold your flaugnering hands,and keepe the Peace: 
Pray Vnckle mictigate this ftrife. 

i.Seruing. Nay,if we be forbidden Stones,wee’le fall 
! to it with our Teeth, 

i.Seruing. Doe what ye dare,we are as refolute. 

Skirmi/b againt. 

Glofi. You of my houfehold.lcauc this peeuifh broyle, 
And fet this vnaccuftom’d fight afide. 
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3. Seru. My Lord,we know your GraceTo b— 
Iuft,and vpright; and for your Royall Bitth 01311 
Inferior to none,but to his Maieftie: 

And ere that we will fuffer fuch a Prince 
So kinde a Father of the Common-weale 
To be difgraced by an Inke-horne Mate * 

Wee and our Wiues and Children all will fiol, 

And haue our bodyes flaughtred by thy f ocs & 

I Seru. I,and the very parings of our Nayl es 
Shall pitch a Field when we are dead. ^ 

Clofi, Stay,ftay,I fay: ^ l Atn '> 

And if you louc me, as you fay you doe 
Let me perf'wade you to forbeare a while. 

King. Oh,how'thisdifcord doth afflift my Soul 

Can you,my Lord of Winchefier, behold 1 e ' 
My fighes and teares, and will not once relent 
Who fliould be pittifull.if you be not { 

Or who fliould ftudy to preterre a Peace, 

If holy Chnrch-mcn take delight in broyles? 

Warw. Yeeld my Lord Prote6lor,yceId winchctlcr 
Except you meane with obftinaterepulfe ; 1 

To flay your Soueraigne.and defiroy the Realme 
You ice what Mifchiefe,and what Muitbev too ' 
Hath beene enadled through your enmitie: * 

Then be at peace, except ye thirft for blood. 

Winch. He fhall fubmit,or I will nctieryedd, 

Clofi. Compaffion on the Ring commands me ft UUPe 
Or 1 would fee his heart out,ere the Prieft ^ 

Should euer get that priuiledge of me* 

Warn. Behold my Lord 01 Winchcfter-thcDuke 
Hath banifin raoodic difeontented fury. 

As by his finoothed Browes it doth appeare: 

Why looke you Bill fo fterne,and tragical! ? 

Glojl. Here Winehefter, I offer thee my Hand. 
King. Fie Vnckle Teauford, I haue heard youprcach 
That Maliice was a great and grieuous finne: 

And will not you maintaine the thing you teach? 

But proue a chiefe offender in the fame. 

Warw. Sweet King: the Bifliop hath a kindly gyrd; 
For fhamc my Lord of Winchefier relent; 

What,fhall a Child inftrud you what to doc ? 

Winch. Weli Duke of Glofler, I will yeclu to thee 
Loue for thy Loue,and Hand for Hand I giue, 

Clofi * T,bui I re3rc me with a hollow Heart. 

See here my Friends and louing Countreymcn, 

This token ferueth for a Flagge of Truce, 

Betwixt our felues } and all our followers; 

So helpe me God,as I diflemblc not* 

Winch. So helpe me God,as I intend it not* 

King . Oh louing Vnckle,kinde Duke ofGloftcr, 
How ioyfull am I made by this Contraft* 

Away my Matters, trouble vs no more, 

But ioyne in fricndfhip,as your Lords haue done. 

1 .Seru. Content,He to the Surgeons. 

2. Seru. And fo will I. 

3. Seru . And I will fee what Phyfick the! auerneaf¬ 
fords, Exeunt* 

Warw. Accept this Scrowle,mcft graciousSoueraignCi 
Which in the Right of Richard Plantagenet^ 

We doe exhibite to your Maieftie. 

Glo. Well vre’d,my Lord ofWarwickrfor fweetPrincfi; 
And if your Grace marke euery circumftsnee, 

You haue great reafon to doe Richard right, 
Efpecially for thofe occafions 

At Eltam Place I told your Maieftie* 

J King An ( 
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of force: 

& 0 f‘ louing Lords,our pleafure n> 
fhef J , rc n ore d to his Blood* 
flat R tchttr Richar d be reftored to his Blood, 

Wus, Fathers wrongs be recompense, 
jo fhall hl ‘ j the reft)fo wi Hech Winchefier. 

Tl 4 IF Richard will be true,not that all alone, 

„ uft'hc whole Inheritance I giuc, 

j t h belong vnto the Houfe of 2 'orke , 
whence you fprihg.by Lineall D e lc ^ nc ’ 
t0 r A Thy humble feruantvowes obedience, 

. j humble fcruice,till the point of death, 
y J stoope then,and fet your Knee againfl my Foot, 
y Trcouerdon of that dutie done, 

Al1 jrt the? with the valiant Swotd of r orke : 

\k v, c yrd ,like a true Plantagenet, 

S^ted Princely Duke of Yorke. 

\tcb And fo thriue Richard, as thy foes may fall, 

An d as my dutic fprings/o penft, they, 

That erudge °ne thought agamft your Maiefty. 

VvVelcomehighPrincc.thc mighty Duke ofr«r%. 

Som. Periflibafe Prince, ignoble Duke of Yorke. 

Chli- Now will it beftauaile your Maieftie, 

To croffe the Seas, and to be Crown’d in France: 
Theprefenceof a King engenders loue 
AmongfthisSubie£ts,and hisloyall Friends, 

As it dif-animates his Enemies. 

King When Glofier fayes the word,King Henry goes, 
p or friendly counfaile cutsofFmany Foes. 

Clfi. Your Ships alreadie are in readineffe, 

Senet. flourijh. Exeunt. 


Manet Exeter. 

Exet. I,we may march in England,or in France, 
Hot feeing what is likely to enfue: 

This late diflention growne betwixt the Pcercs, 
Burncs vndcr fained allies of forg’d loue, 

And will at laft breakc out into a flame, 

Asfeftrcd members rot but by degree. 

Till bones and flelh and iinewes fall away, 

So will this bafe and enuious difeord breed. 

And now I fare that fatall Prophecie, 

Which in the time of Henry, nam’d the Fift, 

Was in the mouth of euery fucking Babe, 

That Henry borne at Monmouth fliould winne all. 
And Henry borne at Windfor,loofe all: 

Which is fo plaine, that Exeter doth wifli. 

His dayes may finifli, ere that haplefle time. 


The fir ft T artofHen ry theft[xt. 


io 7 


Exit. 


Serna Secunda. 


Enter Pucelldifguts’d , xvithfoure Souldiors rvith 
Sacks vpon their hacks. 

VuceH. Thcfe arc the Ciue Gates,thc Gates of Roan, 
Through which our Pollicy muft make 3 breach. 

Take heed,be wary how you place your words, 

Talkc like the vulgar fort of Market men, 

Th-atcome to gather Money for their Come, 
if we haue cutrance,as I hope we (hall, 

And that we findc the flouthfull Watch but weake, 

ilc by a figne giue notice to our friends, 

fhat Charles the Dolphin may encounter them. 


Souidter. Our Sacks fhall be a meane to fack the City 
And we be Lords and Rulers ouer Roan, 

Therefore weeMc knock. Knock* 

Watch. l*' j _ 

PuccH. Pea fauns la pouuregBns detramce , 

Poore Market folkes that come to fell their Cornc* 
Watch. Enter,goc in,the Market Bell is rung. 

Pucell Now Roan, lie fhakc thy Bulwarkes to the 

ground. * f xe * nt ' r 

Snter Charles, Baftard, Alan fort. 

Charles. Saint Dennis bleffe this happy Stratageme, 
And once againc wee lc fleepe fccure in R°<* n * 

Bajlard. Hercentrcd Fucell>an d herPractuants: 

Now fhe is there,how will fine fpecifie ? 

Here is the beft and fafeft paffage in* 

Rci?. By thrufiing out a Torch from yonder Tower. 
Which once difcern’d,{hewes that her meaning is, 

No way to that(l'or weakncfle^^yvbich ibe entred. 

Snter FuccK on the top , thrufiing out a 
Torch burning. 

Pucell. Eeho!d,this is the happy Wedding Torch, 
That ioyncth Roan vnto her Countreymen, 

But burning fatall to the Talhonites . 

Taftard'f See Noble Charles the Beacon of our friend, 
The burning Torch in yonder Turrcc ftands. 

Charles. Now fhine it like a Commec of Reuenge, 

A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes. 

Pfig. Dcferre no time,delayes haue dangerous ends. 
Enter and cry, the Dolphin, prcfently. 

And then doe execution on the Watch. Alarum. 

An Alarum. Talbot in an Excurfton. 

T^/AFrance,thoufli3lt rue thisTreafon with thy teares, 
If Talbot but furuiue thy Trecherie. 

Pucell that Witch,that damned Sorcereflc, 

Hath wrought this Hcllifh Milchiefe vnawares, 

That hardly we efcap’c the Pride of France. Exit. 

An Alarum: Sxcurfions. Bedford brought 
in ficke in a Chayre. 

Enter Talbot andEurgome without: within , Pucell 2 
CharlesyBaJlard y and Reigneir on the Walls. 

Pucell. God morrow GallamSjWant ye Corn for Bread? 
I thinkc the Duke of Burgonie will fall. 

Before hee’le buy againe at fuch a rate. 

’Twas full of Darncil: doc you like the tafte ? 

Burg. ScofFc on vile Fiend,and fhamelefie Curtizan, 

I truft ere long to choakc thee with thine owne. 

And make thee curfe the Harueft of thatCorne. 

Charles . Your Grace may ftarue (perhaps) before that 
time. 

Bedf. Oh let no words,but deedes^reuenge this Trca- 
fon. 

VttceR. What will you doe,good gray-beard? 

Breake a Launce, and runne a-Tilc at Death, 

Within a Chayre. 

Talb. Foulc Fiend of France, and Hag of all defpight, 
Incompafs’d with thy luftfull Paramours, 

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age, 

And twit with Cowardife a man halfe dead ? 

Damfell,Ile haue a bowt with you againe. 

Or elfe let Talbot perifh with this fhame„ 

Pucell. Arc ye fo hot,Sir: yet Pucell hold thy peace 1 * 

If Talbot doe but Thunder,Raine will follow. 

They whiter together tn counfeK. 

God fpced the Farliamentjwho Chall be the Speaker ; 








































































